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Ectoplasm Tales 


Magte Chocolate Drink 


“So, what say you? Are you going to switch all your patients over to 
the new insulin delivery drug?” 

“What? You mean the inhaled one? I don’t know. The little pharma guys 
sure can be pushy.” 

“Yes, but I know the guy whose thesis developed it. It’s some cool 
stuff.” 

“Eh- maybe. So where do you want to eat?” 

“We're a little late today. All the good places will be full by now. I say 
we pull over there.” 

“Got it.” John put on his turn single and ramped his Monte Carlo SS into 
a sharp turn. His tires didn’t protest and he parked. “Why here?” 

“This Mexican market? You don’t smell it?” asked Drew. 

“Cheap Mexican.” John added while wrinkling his nose. 

“Cheap, greasy, good Mexican.” 

“Okay, at least it'll be quick.” 

Drew pushed open the dusty door and entered first. John went straight to 
the small counter and glanced at the simple two panel menu. Drew lingered 
as he examined the shelves. What little Spanish he could read didn’t offer 
him much help. Everything on the shelf meant nothing to him. For all he 
knew this place sold car parts. 

“Yo man, you hungry or what?” John had placed his order all ready. 

“Get me a burrito.” 

“What kind?” 

“What do you mean? There’s only one type of burrito.” 

“No - they have fiesta, supreme, and bean.” 

“Let’s go crazy and order me a bean.” 

John flashed his friend a harsh look, knowing what beans did to Drew’s 
stomach. 

The lone man working behind the counter mumbled something in barely 
coherent English and took to the order with skilled speed. 

“So tomorrow’s game night. What do you think we should play?” asked 
John. 

“Well, my wife is still sore from your last thrashing - so we might need 
to play one of her better games.” 

“Seems fair, I guess. I do deserve a good stomping at Dominos.” 

“Right - so you and Leattia will arrive at the usual time. What would 
you two like for dinner?” Drew waited for the answer but John’s normally 
quick response to food seemed lacking, “John-” Drew turned around to see 
what his buddy was so intently staring at. Then he saw her. 

A tall, leggy blonde swaggered by the window. She wore a tight lime 








green dress that stretched lovingly across her body. Each step she took made 
all kinds of womanly things bounce. Her golden bronze hair swished across 
her exposed shoulders the way curtains behaved in front of an open window. 
Her hips rocked back and forth making her ass crimple and dimple into 
tight folds where the leg and hip joined. But what had John’s full attention 
was the woman’s rack. 

The dress acted as a technical marvel of fashion and support. Yet the 
blonde’s frontal flesh lapped against the lime hemline with playful glee. 
Double handfuls of sun kissed skin reacted three seconds after each step. 
Her flesh would ripple down after the end of her step and bounce back 
together before her other foot touched the pavement. John’s eyes never left 
the sight until her round rump vanished from the window. 

“Damn, John - it was like I was talking to a wall. You zoned out, 
man.” 

“Jeese, I know. That lady was so freaking hot. Times like this when I’m 
not with my Leattia are few and far between. Moments like these should 
be savored.” 

“Yeah, but you’re married.” 

“So are you and you stopped talking. Chicks like that have to be 
admired.” 

“But Stacy would have killed me, if I stopped talking while a woman 
like that walked past.” 

“Yeah - and that means you can’t do stuff like that all the time. So enjoy 
it when you can.” 

“Yeah - but I’m happy with my wife.” 

“Yeah I am too.” John said without hesitation, “Leattia changed my life 
and I can’t live without her. Just because I stared at another woman doesn't 
mean that I'm going to cheat. But I'll always wonder.” 

“Wonder what?” 

“What it’s like to be with a woman with a huge rack.” 

“Dude - that’s not healthy.” 

“Gentleman - I couldn’t help but overhear your discussion.” 

John and Drew turned back to the counter to see the smiling cook. In 
his hands he held a large dark green bottle that had a silhouette of a woman 
dancing. The label had dark brown print with the words, “Coco-Coco- 
Fiesta.” 

“Um, what is that?” asked Drew. 

“My friends, this is an answer to your problems. This drink will give 
you what you crave.” 

Drew took the drink and examined the bottle. His Spanish was rusty, but 
he could get the basics. Bring forth the heavy passion into your woman’s 
bosom. 

“Ts this right?” 

“Yes,” the cook answered. 

Drew wondered, the market was overflowing with gimmicks that claimed 


enhancement and increased libido. Most of them were just placebos. 

“Permanent change, right?” 

“Oh no. Things will return back they way they were.” 

“Pure. Crap.” Drew pushed the bottle back to the cook. 

John's hands rushed out and snatched back the bottle. “How much?” 

“Ten dollars.” 

Drew left the shop shaking his head. “John, why did you buy that 
crap?” 

“Come on. I can’t read Spanish, but I looked at the ingredients. There’s 
just three.” 

“Here, let me see,” Drew took the bottle out of the bag and began to 
read, “No wonder. It lists Coco, Cane syrup and Authentic South American 
Spices. That’s code for - we add whatever the hell we feel like.” 

“Eh — it’s my ten bucks.” 

“You're right, it was your ten bucks.” Drew said to his good friend. 

Stacy struggled with the last minute chores before John and Leattia 
arrived for game night. Drew had helped with the vacuuming and tidying 
up X-box games pilled on the basement floor. The only thing left to do 
clean was the table. 

Stacy leaned forward and began to wipe the far corners of the beige 
table. It could seat six, but the extra space helped with tiles, pieces, score 
pads, and stuff. Stacy wore one of her usual gray sweat pants with her 
college sweatshirt. The faded gray draped around Stacy's athletic form 
somewhat lose. Yet Drew could still see his wife's compact waist and well 
muscled thighs. She pressed her hips into the table resulting in the wispy 
pants sealing tight around her hips. She scrubbed at a sticky ring of dried 
up cola when Drew decided to snitch a pinch. He grabbed his favorite part 
of his wife's rump. 

“Damnit Drew! I’m trying to clean up. They'll be here any minute.” 

“Sorry, can't help myself when you're all bent over the table like 
that.” 

The doorbell echoed in the basement. 

“Get upstairs, you little pain! Don't keep them waiting.” 

Drew rushed up the stairs two at a time. He cleared the last few stairs 
with one final leap. He opened the unlocked front door with a flourish. 

“John, Lea, glad you could make it,” he said. 

Lea smiled her usual half smile and entered first. John winked. 

“Brought the refreshments for tonight's dominos,” John gave a large 
paper sack a shake, “You have any milk?” 

Drew gave his friend a hard stare. “You didn't bring what I think...” 

“Does Stacy need any help?” asked Lea in her usual polite fashion. 

“Oh- I don’t think so but she'd love the company. Go on and head down 
stairs. Ill help John with the bag.” 

“Okay.” 

Lea disappeared down the entrêe way and into the basement. Drew 








noticed that Lea had dressed in her usual loose fitting white Capri pants 
with her trademarked lemon blouse that only hinted at her figure within 
the folds. Drew turned to his friend and noticed John watched Lea with an 
extreme hunger in his eyes. 

“John, we talked about this. You can’t take that bottle seriously. It's some 
weird drink from someplace where the FDA's rules do not apply.” 

John's feverish expression cleared and he repaired his composure, “Sorry 
Drew. You're right.” John reached into the bag and pulled out the long green 
bottle, “I can't help but get sucked up in the myth. I even ran a full HPLC 
diagnostics on the solution. Nothing fell within the “dangerous to consume 
parameters’.” 

“John,” Drew added with some frustration, “your HPLC machines are 
only good for protein chemistry. What about inorganic?” 

“T gave some to the cat.” 

“T give up. Let’s go downstairs. I think you need to lose the first three 
games because of all this crap.” 

“Maybe. I want to trounce your wife first. It gets her all crazy doesn’t 
it?” John added with a soft nudge of his elbow. 

“Whatever you say.” 

“Come on it does - doesn’t it?” John said with a sly smile. 

“Down.” Drew watched his friend’s retreat, but then he mentally 
wondered if there was any milk in his downstairs fridge. 

Drew removed the hard box that contained the white on black dominoes 
from the game shelf. The heavy box felt good in his hands reminding him 
of all the good memories. Lea had fixed him up with Stacy back in their 
post doc days. 

Drew placed the dominoes on the table and opened the lid. 

“Standard rules or chicken foot?” he asked. 

“Chicken foot!” John and Stacy answered in unison. John placed his 
forearm on the table and leaned forward. Stacy crossed her arms over her 
front, resting her elbows against bold Stanford lettering. 

Drew winced internally for he knew tonight would be epic. He next 
crossed the large open basement past an old Millipede arcade game, a dart 
board and rows and rows of old LPs that his wife had lovingly collected in 
her early high school days. He opened his old retro white fringe and pulled 
out a diet Sprite. His wife must have heard the subtle hiss of his soda. 

“Honey, you mind brining me a drink while we finish setting up.” 

“Sure, what do you want?” 

“Lea and I want to try John’s chocolate drink.” 

Drew almost dropped his soda and turned so he could see his friend. 
John looked up and shrugged, his eyes pleaded innocence. 

“Okay, give me a minute. How much do you two want?” 

“Make ours in the small glasses,” Stacy answered. 

Drew reached up for the odd cactus glasses that Stacy found in Nevada. 
He placed them on the wet bar and reached for the bottle. He glanced over 


the label scanning for any hint of directions. At the bottom he found it: 
two splashes per cup. 

Drew blinked, what the heck was a splash? Then he removed the plastic 
top, and found it had a silver looking nozzle on the top. He reached into the 
fridge pulled out a half gallon of two percent and made the drinks. 

“Hurry it up sweet-ums. You need to draw your bones,” pleaded 
Stacy. 

Drew placed the drinks with some hesitation by the two ladies. He 
glanced at John who pretended to be studying his dominoes, but Drew 
knew better. He knew his friend loved every second. 

“Cheers-” added Stacy as she clinked her glass to Lea's and they both 
took a sip. 

“Blea-” stated Lea. She put the drink down, “Tastes funny, like it's 
seasoned with red pepper.” 

“Makes sense,” Stacy took another testing sip, “If it's from South 
America then of course its gonna taste racy.” 

The two women put their drinks to the side much to Drew’s relief. Drew 
could tell his friend was disappointed; by the way he tapped his dominoes 
with his pinky. 

And much to Drew’s relief the game began without much difficulty. 

The basement clock chimed 7:30 and the last of the springtime sun 
dispersed from the basement windows. Three games had already been 
won by Stacy and John's eyebrows had almost merged in frustration. Drew 
reached over to increase the basement light. 

“Three games,” Stacy smiled as she picked up her muddy colored drink, 
“I do believe that's three games to nuthin. Here's to your lucky drink,” and 
Stacy gulped it down with a loud ‘ahhh’. 

John's shoulders were about to touch his ears. 

Lea kept her grin in check but she couldn't resist having fun with her 
husband. She too polished the drink off with a loud gulp. 

“Ready for round four?” Stacy asked as she gathered up her dominoes 
at the edge of her table. 

Drew began to smile and then his throat went dry. His wife began to 
reach for her dominos. 

Drew knew all the intimate details of his wife's body. He also knew her 
tendency of wearing sport bras due to her youthful track days. With each 
gentle reach, something changed on his wife’s torso. 

He couldn’t tell at first because of her baggy top and snug fitting bra, but 
things were changing. By the time his wife reached for the third domino 
her boobs had become a heavier oval shape with more on the bottom than 
on the top. 

By the forth domino his wife had boobs - the kind that fill out a bikini 
with ease. 

On the fifth domino the lower parts of the S and D on her sweatshirt 
began to fade beneath her breasts. On the sixth domino she had reached 








the size that belonged in the ‘full-figure’ section of the Victory Secret’s 
cataloged. 

Then his wife did her usual full reach for the farthest domino on the 
table. Her bra had somehow managed to keep her now double-decker 
measurements into compressed spheres. Stacy had boobs - a pair of great 
big handfuls - however, she had no clue of her new measurements as she 
reached over to the end of the table for her last domino. 

Her placed dominos went clattering across the table when her new boobs 
swept them aside. She pulled back, her hands held up high as if she was 
playing cops and robbers. 

“Oopsie,” Stacy sgueaked as her fingers played with her snatched up 
white piece. 

Drew knew seconds separated him from the largest meltdown of Stacy's 
life. He glanced over to Lea and his jaw hit the table. 

Lea's boobs had almost slipped completely out of her small bra. Even 
under the light folds of her lemon blouse he could see the large fistful of 
pinched flesh pressing out of the twisted white triangles of her brassiere. 

“Oh jeeze - Lea are you okay?” Drew asked waiting for the roar that 
would come from his.wife. But the hasement remained calm even after Lea 
said she was fine. Then Drew turned to his friend. 

John smiled from ear to ear and his eyes glowed with a fire. Then Drew 
remembered the bottle. He jumped from his seat and then noticed a strange 
greenish glow from within the bar. 

The glow came from the back of the bottle. Drew picked up the bottle 
and stared at the faint green Spanish instructions now radiating back. John 
quickly joined him. 

“What’s it say?” he asked. 

Drew’s hands began to sweat and he was forced to put the bottle down 
for fear of dropping it. He glanced at his friend, and then began to read. 

“When the last of the sun’s rays fall, the magic drink will reveal its gifts 
till the moment the sun returns. Each drink adds favor to the maiden giving 
her all the gifts a man desires. But beware - too much can become too much 
and the maiden’s passions will overflow.” 

“What the hell does that mean?” John questioned. 

“It means our wives get bigger tits from each hit of the magic cocktail. 
Then back to normal in time for our morning commute.” Drew answered 
with some awe and a hint of mild annoyance. “But the implications?” 

“You want implications check it out.” John rushed over to his wife 
and waved his hand in front of her face. She grinned back without even 
blinking. “See?” 

“Yeah, I see we’ve drugged our wives.” 

“Sweetie,” soothed Stacy. She got up from her chair and gave Drew a 
reassuring hug. He could feel her compressed boobs up against his chest. 
“T feel fine. You need to relax and sit back down with me.” 

“Stacy, “ Drew began, “You can't be comfortable like that all squished 


up in there.” 

“I'm okay.” 

“Come on sweetie, let's take you up stairs and get you out of...” 

But before Drew could finish Stacy exploded into giggles. She tore 
off her sweat top with an all too familiar gesture. Then she removed her 
overstuffed bra with a pull and twist. 

Stacy stood completely topless with a pair of full and exuberant breasts. 
Her boobs gathered on her lithe torso, forming a slight gap between a pair 
of tear shaped flesh melons. Somehow Stacy sensed her predicament and 
with a shred ofmodesty placed her palms over her cherry red nipples. Flesh 
spilled out from her bottom most knuckle while a hearty bulge pushed out 
from between her thumb and forefinger. 

“Oh my god, Drew - your wife has stripper tits,” mumbled John. 

Drew snapped out of the shock and rushed in front of his wife. “Stacy 
have you lost your mind!” 

“Mmnm, no.” She answered as her arms wrapped underneath his armpits 
pulling him in close. “What I want...” and she finished by chewing on 
Drew's lower left car. 

“I say we give them some more,” John said. 

Drew about snapped. “No! This isn’t right, and Stacy is not Stacy. I think 
we should all call it a night and pray they go back to normal. 

“You, my friend have no imagination.” 

“And you have a wife that has a pair of DD's painfully compressed 
into a...” 

John glanced over at Lea, “34A. Oh shit.” 

Drew watched as his friend took his dazed and very touchy-feely wife 
into their downstairs bathroom. When they returned he could see the overly 
large breasts on Lea's slender frame. They pressed out the loose top in a 
wedge shaped manner with her nipples poking through the soft material. 

“Take care buddy.” John said with a wink, “I don’t Know about you, but 
I’m going to enjoy this tonight. See you at lunch tomorrow.” John smiled 
as he eyed the green bottle. 

Drew ushered his friends out the front door. He returned to find his 
wife was no longer in the basement. He began to panic thinking she had 
wandered off into the neighborhood. He rushed upstairs to find their one 
and only flashlight then stopped. 

Stacy lounged on her back with her toes up against their headboard. 
She wore his favorite black slip, the one that fit loosely around her hips 
but synched across her waist. She chewed on one of her nails as a smile 
lit up her eyes. 

Stacy spun around on her rump to face him. The soft material of her 
nightie made a gentle zip-zip sound on their comforter. She placed her 
knees on the edge of the bed and rose up. 

Her giant boobs compressed together forming dark cleavage that seemed 
to start from her neck and travel all the way into the dark dress. Her breathing 








forced her boobs up then gradually down. 

Drew slapped his hand over his erection trying to will it way. He knew 
this was one hundred percent wrong, but her smile made his logic harder 
and harder to believe. She let out a long sigh and pulled herself from the 
bed. The sounds of lingerie on the comforter made him wish he hadn't 
worn boxers today. 

Stacy's hands found his belt. He pushed them away but they returned. 

“Relax,” she pleaded, but he couldn't. 

Stacy pulled him to the bed as she worked on his shirt buttons one by 
one. He hunched lower as his embarrassment hardened. 

Stacy, with skill he never knew she had, removed his shirt the exact same 
time she undid his pants. 

“Stacy, honey, you're not feeling well. Try to relax and get some sleep...” 
But his pleads were silenced by her firm finger on his lips. 

“Shhhh,” she said, “It's okay.” She pushed him down on the bed as she 
tossed his trousers to the floor. She climbed over him, her hair no longer 
twisted in her usual knot, but now flowing past her shoulders. Drew could 
barely remember her light brown hair being this long or soft as it brushed 
up on along his exposed shoulders. Her large boobs shifted in the midnight 
slip, her nipples forming hard dots against the black fabric. 

Her hips descended upon his. He could feel her heat through his 
underwear. 

“Stacy, I can't.” 

Stacy lifted up her fingers tracing around his groin. “I think you can.” 

Stacy’s fingers tightened around the white waistband of his drawers and 
began to pull. He stopped her. 

“Stacy, please no.” 

“Love, if you’re not in the mood it’s okay, but please. My goods hurt so 
very bad. Is there anything I could do to put you in the mood?” 

Stacy edged up and gently placed her large breasts across his torso. Her 
nipples tickled his chest with each long breath. Her thighs rubbed against 
his with long pulls. The heat, he couldn’t ignore her heat radiating into his 
groin. 

Drew couldn’t answer. His rigid need prevented him from uttering a word. 
Stacy smiled and reached for their nightstand lamp. Her breasts brushed his 
face making his need feel even more like a crime. 

She laid back down her fingers intertwined in the hair by his ear. Her 
moist, full lips kissed his tense neck. Her fingers brushed over his eyes, 
closing them. 

“Honey - it’s just you and me in the darkness. Let me show you the 
way.” 

Drew heard the gentle sound of her lifting up, her black garment slipping 
forward. Her toes wormed past the elastic-band and she pushed the lose 
boxers all the way down to his ankles. 

Drew couldn’t believe anything that was happening. Stacy never acted 


this way. The shame of having his wife act this way made his gut churn, 
but Stacy looked awesome. 

Then they met. Her torso touched his torso. The heat, all he could feel 
was heat. 

Her elbows touched his sides and her hips rose slightly. Her right hand 
touched his chest and with slow and deliberate purpose descended down 
his center to find his eager member tucked to his belly. 

She lifted him up and gently probed herself for the exact position and 
then gently descended upon him. 

Never in all his life had Drew ever felt such a warm and ready 
penetration. Stacy's moan barely reached his ears as her breasts trembled 
against his chest. In the darkness she spoke. 

“Thank you, my love. And I don't think I'm going to last very long.” 
Then Stacy pushed down letting out a growl he hadn't heard since 
college. 

Drew awoke to the bright light of the day. Above him rested his boxers 
draped over their ceiling fan, while Stacy little black under-linen rested 
clear across the room. He glanced at the clock and nearly chocked. 

“7:42! I'm late. Oh shit I'm late.” 

As Drew rushed around trying to gather his clothes Stacy arrived fully 
dressed and with bundle of his clothes folded neatly in her arms. Much 
to his relief her business suit hung evenly to her original figure. Her face 
glowed. 

“Here ya go.” Stacy placed his clothes in the bathroom and turned on 
the shower. “Get ready, you can make it if you're out the door by 7:50.” 

Drew couldn't believe his eyes. Stacy didn't have to be at work till 
9:30 and she never got up before 8:45. Drew wasted no time and rushed 
to the shower. 

When he had finished his shower he was stunned again, as Stacy waited 
with an outstretch towel. 

“Here you go, get dried off. I charged your electric shaver so you can 
shave on the way to work and your shoes and socks are at the door. Hurry 
now.” 

Drew got dressed but as he reached for his shoes guilt over took him. 
Was she still under the drinks influence? 

“Stace - thanks for...” But before he could finish she had him in a tight 
hug. 

“No. Thank you, I'd forgotten about that kind of sex. You were amazing. 
I must have been tired, but you were a freaking sexual Picasso.” 

Then Drew's stomach lurched, “You barely remember?” 

Stacy pointed to his shoes, “Come on!” But embarrassment lingered on 
her cheeks, “I'm sorry. I really am. I guess I’ve been so caught up in the 
deadlines that I'd forgotten what good bootie was like.” 

Drew put on his last shoe, but he couldn’t leave. His wife was still his 
wife, but was she? 








“Get out!” She commanded with a playful shove. 

Drew stumbled out to the front and watched the door close, and then it 
opened. Stacy handed him a crisp fifty with a huge smile. 

“Take John out to lunch for me. I figure his ego will need something 
after those four defeats.” 

And then Drew walked to his car in disbelief still holding the fifty in his 
hand. Then he stopped, she thought she had beaten John four times. Drew 
couldn’t help but laugh. 

“So, asked John. 

“So,” answered Drew. He needed answers before he got lunch. 

“So how was your night? I can tell you mine was fantastic.” 

“Uh-huh. And you don't see anything wrong with what happened last 
night?” 

“What happened last night was a gift, my friend. You heard me talk about 
how I wish Lea would be a little less shy and become bolder. Well, I got 
more bold than I could handle. Lea couldn’t keep her hands off of me.” 

“And you think that was your wife or your wife under the influence of 
the drink?” 

John's smile left him. 

“Drew,” he answered with caution, “I Know what you think. I also see 
you're going to the little store where we bought it. If I Know how these 
things work, that little guy has faded back into the ether.” 

“Hmmm.” Drew grunted as he placed his car in park. 

Drew pushed the front door open and blinked as he saw the smiling 
cook’s face from behind the counter. 

“You two satisfied with the drink, no?” he asked. 

“Right back into the ether, without a trace,” countered Drew. 

John smiled. 

“Sir, we need to know something about that drink you sold us.” 

“I have plenty more.” 

“We don't need another bottle, what we need is answers,” said Drew. 

“What is it?” interrupted John 

“My friends, it is special. A gift not to be doubted. Your doubts are not 
needed.” 

“But what about...” but before Drew could answer John interrupted 
again. 

“How big can we make them?” 

The old man smiled, “You two are learned men. This is something to be 
tested. The magic is influence by the woman, the moon, the weather, the 
type of milk used. All things.” 

“Yeah, but what about the obvious changes in their personality?” Drew 
said with caution. 

“Oh, that. That change has been there. It's brought freely to the surface 
through the drink.” 

“You mean my wife's always been a little freaky?” said John in 


disbelief. 

“No, its just she’s hidden her nature for so long she is overflowing. But 
be warned if you sample it too long she will fix her imbalance.” 

“What do you mean fix,” asked Drew? 

“Be cautious sirs, the drink is grand for both of you, but always respect 
women. But enough guestions for me, how about you. Is there something 
fancy you like to see your wives wear? My two granddaughters are excellent 
tailors. They can be here tomorrow with examples.” 

“Deal,” answered John. 

In the car, Drew couldn’t banish the thoughts of concern. He had always 
respected his wife. Stacy meant the world to him. Without her... Yet the 
thought of seeing her in a long flowing dress behaving like she did lastnight 
stirred something in him; something he'd forgotten. 

“John, you really want to keep giving them the drink?” 

“You kidding? It’s like the goose that lays the golden egg. Except I ain’t 
no axe wielding fool.” 

Drew put his car in drive they and returned to work. 

The remaining week blurred by for Drew. The old man’s granddaughters 
were expert sellers and managed to unload two large cardboard boxes on 
John along with two brightly hand-decorated privacy panels. By Monday 
the only thing John could talk about was tomorrow’s game day. 

Then Drew found himself alone in his basement waiting. 

The lights were off, for the daylight poured into the compact basement 
windows. The bottle rested benign on the counter looking anything but 
magical. As per John’s request he had stocked the fridge with half gallon 
cartons of milk from skim all the way to whole milk. 

Lea bounded down the steps her face vivid and healthy. She wore 
something he recognized. It was a bright red top with forest green trim 
around the sleeves and middle. The green band across her lower torso 
synching the willowy fabric close to her slender waist, yet kept lose 
everywhere else. Drew could tell she loved it. 

“Drew, look what John gave me today,” Lea beamed with pride. 

Drew kept his face loose for he knew what his buddy was up to. “It looks 
great, but that’s not your usual style.” 

Lea blushed, “I know but the colors are so pretty and it’s so comfortable 
to wear. Are you ready for Pictonary or maybe Boggle?” 

“Either's fine.” 

Then Drew heard his wife thundering down the stairs. She held up a 
familiar blouse of vivid yellow and blue. 

“Honey, you didn’t tell me you and John discovered a small shop that 
sold handmade clothes. The blouse that John gave me is gorgeous and its 
so light. I’m going to go try it on.” 

John joined everyone in the basement. Drew flashed him a look, but 
John had the game of ‘Settlers of Catan’ in grip. 





“How in the world did you convince Stacy to play your favorite game?” he asked. 

“I gave her the blouse,” answered John. 

“About the blouse?” 

“About the refreshments?” 

“Fridge is fully stocked.” 

“Good. I think the only thing left, is to make sure everyone gets plenty of 
refreshments.” John said as he opened the brightly colored box. 

“Sure.” 

The game began just as Drew knew it would. John had a great position with his wife 
in a close second. He and Lea eked out a meager existence in the far corner of the board, 
more out of pity from their spouses, than skill. Then the clock chimed seven-thirty. 

John glanced at the windows. Their edges burned a sunset red. He then winked at 
Drew. Then the color in the glass dimmed to a cool purple. 

“You ladies want something to drink?” he asked nearly knocking over his seat. 

“Yeah-” answered Stacy still staring at the tiles, “give me what ever.” 

“Dear, I'll have some of that chocolate drink.” stated Lea. 

“Coming right up,” said John as he bounced right up to the counter. 

Drew could see the strange glow reflecting off John's hand from the bottle. John 
mixed a pair of drinks. He rushed over and placed it in front of the ladies. 

Lea picked hers up with both hands and took a long sip. Stacy kept her eyes on the 
table the whole time, but pressed her lips firmly to the glass. 

Drew watched as the drink traced down their necks and into their bodies. Each 
swallow causing a gentle suturing in the lose fabric by their growing boobs. But as 
their glasses tilted back, Drew could see the over pronounced handfuls rocking back 
and forth with each lingering swallow. 

The glasses returned to the table. Both women lounged back into their chairs with 
curling expressions of happiness. 

“You didn't waste any time,” mumbled Drew. 

“What?” 

“And I bet those blouses are magical too - to compel the ladies to like them and 
not wear a bra.” 

“Oh, you're right. You can definitely tell now. You got it chilly down her for a 
reason?” 

“No!” And then Drew glanced at both the ladies. 

Both of their breasts were no where near as big as last time. Each blouse had a firm 
pair of spheres resting on each side. Gentle oval folds clung to their projections as Drew 
estimated his wife went to a nice firm C. 

Drew wondered why John gave them so little drink? 

“You ladies want some more drink?” John asked. 

“John, what are you thinking...” Drew got up from his chair, but Lea and Stacy 
rushed past him in a blur. 

“Yes please,” they squealed pulling up close to the bar. 

Drew watched with dry-mouth anxiety. John pulled out two large glasses and poured 
them nearly to the top with milk. Then he added four heavy splashes to the drinks and 
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stirred. Drew wanted to say something, but the intensity of John's stirring 
told him it would be a worthless protest. 

John handed the drinks over with a smile. 

Drew watched, his stomach compressing into a bundle of nervous doubts. 
Stacy had her torso pressed up to the bar, with her rump slightly out. Her 
first long sip did very little but make her moan. 

Then the drink's magic began to work. 

Stacy, being a size two, often described her figure as compact. Yet the 
drink was changing that. Her buttocks began to tremble and thicken. The 
area where her thigh and rump joined kept getting thicker and thicker as 
rounded butt cheeks tightened her lose white pants. Her thighs continued 
to thicken and her butt continued to jut out with each sip forming a deep 
black ravine in the crotch of her pants. The pants even began to emit a soft 
stretching sound as her butt pushed out further and further. 

Stacy consumed the last of her drink with loud slurry delight. She tipped 
the glass back and tapped the bottom of the glass. Her back arched as if 
she thought tilting back would help her gain every last drop. Her buttocks 
clenched into a buoyant sphere of womanly shape. Drew could barely take 
his eyes off his wife’s new super ass, but one thing he did notice. Her breasts 
hadn’t changed nearly as much as her backside. 

“Aw, that's not quite what I expected.” John added as her reached over 
and felt up his wife. She let out a happy giggle. “Not nearly as much up 
here as last time.” 

“John what are you thinking? What happens if they remember this stuff. 
That you just reached over and tooted your wife.” 

John seemed to think for a moment. “You're right, my friend. Hey, what 
milk did you have in your fridge last week? I used whole milk and...” 

Drew closed his eyes. “John, listen to me for a moment. Even though 
this stuff isn't permanent what we do is. Let's think this through.” 

“Okay,” answered his friend as he pulled Lea into his lap. She let out a 
shrilly sgueal and compressed her new backside padding deep into his lap. 
She reached for his arms and wrapped them tight around her lower torso so 
her new boobs rested firmly on John's forearms. “What do you suggest?” 

“I, for one, think what we do here tonight mustn’t be reckless. We have 
got to reason through these implications. What I had in the fridge was two 
percent. If I understand your reaction I suggest we use skim.” 

“What are you waiting for, make some up.” 

Drew glanced over at his wife. Stacy stared back with passive rapture. 
Her eyes blazed with innocence and calm. Drew wiped the perspiration off 
his palm with the towel that hung on the shelf handle by the fridge. 

Drew made a pair of drinks from skim milk. He held them up giving 
them a once over. He turned around and found both ladies fixated on the 
drinks. Drew turned to the side and watched as both their eyes followed the 
drinks. He walked to the counter and began to place them on the bar one 
by each, but then he pulled back and watched their reaction. 


“John do you see this. Lea and Stacy won't take their eyes off the drinks. 
Lea's even licking her lips as I set it down. If either one show any sign of 
addictive behavior, this little game is over.” 

“Relax,” countered John as he took the drink from Drew's hands, “You 
worry too much. Do you remember any odd behavior earlier this week?” 

Drew was about to answer yes, but stopped to watch Lea drink her 
magic cocktail. 

Lea had both hands around the glass and drank like a child. Her elbows 
stuck out wide while John still held tightly to her torso. Drew watched as 
her first swallow slide down her throat. 

“Oh man this feels so weird. I can feel her change on my arm.” John 
said. 

Drew continued to watch. He deliberately didn't make a large glass. 
Lea's little sips traveled to her breasts in gentle pulses. Her throat would 
bob up then down as the magic deposited around Lea's figure. Gulp, a little 
bigger. Gulp, a little bigger. Gulp, a little bigger. Drew felt somewhat bad 
studying his friend's wife's chest, but the changes were impossible to miss. 
Lea's already enlarged breasts kept increasing in his John's secure grip. 
Breasts that at one point could have been called large; doubled in size to 
breasts that could be called almost too big. 

Once Lea finished her drink, she leaned forward into John's embrace to 
place her empty glass on the bar. Her flesh compressed together stretching 
out her top. She returned to her comfortable position on John's lap and 
leaned back to wrap her arms around the back of his head. Her boobs 
stretched with her arms and became very close to overflowing. Drew 
couldn’t believe the size; Lea’s slender torso could barely retain them. Her 
round flesh reached out everywhere. Her slender waist almost vanished 
between the extremes of boobs and hips. 

“Hot dang I always wondered what Lea would look like if she got huge 
implants. Hey bud - you forgetting what you're holding? Stacy looks pretty 
thirsty.” 

Drew glanced at the drink he was holding. Then he looked at his wife. 
Her eyes still locked on the plain white glass, her hands still rested in their 
firm position on the table. So she wanted her drink, he thought. 

Drew reached back into the fridge and pulled out the whole milk. He 
filled her glass with the cold milk and added another splash of the drink. 
He gave it a little stir and handed it to his wife. 

Stacy tilted her head back and crammed the drink down with one loud 
gulp. The drink rushed into her boobs making them jump out and then settle 
down in a much larger and heavy position on her frame. Her flesh guivered 
back and forth causing her cleavage to become all kinds of dark shapes. 

Drew glanced at the wall where he kept his softball mitt. He'd need 
that soon. 

Then the drink dropped into her ass. Her pants began to protest making 
soft purring noises only to turn into a loud rip. Stacy began to giggle as she 














placed her now empty glass on the counter. 

“So you think you know a guy. I never knew you liked round butts.” 

“I wanted to see what she’d look like with a lot of junk in her trunk.” Drew added 
half joking. 

Stacy turned her hips to glance at her new back side air-conditioning. The jeans 
had split into a diamond-shaped hole the size of a dinner plate. Her new flesh spilled 
out into bright neon blue cleavage. Drew realized his wife was wearing a thong. Since 
when did his wife wear sexy underwear the night they spent at home? 

“Man, your wife has good choice in underwcar.” 

“Hey,” protested Drew in response to his friend's obvious inspection. 

““That reminds me. I have something in the trunk of the car. I'll be right back.” 

John helped his wife off of his lap and tore up stairs. When he returned he had a 
large half full trash bag tight in his fist. He dumped the contents right on the floor and 
began to search. 

“What are you doing with all that stuff?” 

“A-hah,” declared John as he held up a festive red bra and panties. He handed them 
to his wife. “Sweetie, hurry up and put these on.” 

Lea began to undress right in the middle of the basement. 

“Lea, in the bathroom,” pleaded Drew. 

Lea let her blouse drop out of her grip and smiled as she picked up her new outfit. 
She turned and strutted into the bathroom, giving her hips and body a subtle twist and 
shake. 

“Oh man, I can hardy wait to see those babies on my girl.” 

Drew mentally shrugged and waited for Lea to return. The door opened and Lea had 
deliberately left the light off. The darkness obscured most of her until she put out one 
leg. Her delicate skin appeared well suited for her new figure. A shapely thigh stretched 
and was followed by her broad hips. 

Lea entered the light in a red blaze. The bottoms were a pair of soft red briefs that 
rested on the widest part of her hips and reached across the lowest part of her waist. 
Drew tensed when he noticed the subtle outlines of Lea's forbidden parts held snugly 
in the soft red and silver pattern. 

Her bra clung to her sides and shoulders tight as her new boobs reduced the garment 
to a pair of red disks keeping her breasts firmly contained high on her torso. 

Lea advanced into the rooms full light. Her boobs bounced like a pair of lottery balls 
just before tonight's draw. They were forced round and up as the red garment stretched 
just barely enough to cover amplified nipples. Lea's boobs were so large her figure took 
on the impression she would hammer in a nail soon. 

“Oh baby you look so hot,” John declared. He rushed forward and pulled his wife, 
tight into his arms. Her new boobs forced her to lean back in the tight embrace while 
John's palm traced up the lower swell of her breast. 

“John, buddy - not here.” Yet Drew couldn't clear his vision of John palm only 
covering a small section of Lea’s now monster jugs. 

“Man, feels like I got extra large cantaloupes. Dude - you still store your winter 
coats in the basement.” 

“Yeah.” 





“Oh, you've got to let me borrow your trench coat. I need to get Lea 
home.” 

“You'd better clean it if it gets dirty.” 

“No problem. I guess it's a night then.” 

“You got it. Can you help me get her to my car?” 

“Yeah sure.” 

Drew got his friend his black trench coat. It completely engulfed Lea 
even in her new proportions. Lea's altered mind must have gained the 
implications of her new garment for she cinched the belt tight around her 
middle and laughed. 

“Bud,” John began, “I'll leave these clothes here, but put them away 
somewhere just in case.” 

“Sure.” 

Drew rushed to put the items away as John escorted his wife up stairs. 
He heard the garage door open. Drew headed to the garage as guickly as he 
could. John had some how managed to get his bare foot wife into the car. 
She sat in the narrow confines of the passenger set with her arms wrapped 
tight around her chest. An impish smile creased her full lips. John rolled 
down his window. 

“Thanks bud, I'll see you tomorrow. Have a good night.” 

“You too.” 

Drew watched as his friend left his neighborhood with barely controlled 
speed. He prayed none of the neighbors saw this fiasco. He returned inside 
to a dark house. 

“Stacy...” he called. 

Soft hands clamped around his eyes. “Guess who?” She asked as her 
new boobs pressed firmly into his back. 

“Oh, it's you.” Drew struggled with the conversation. His wife hadn't 
acted like this since they first had sex. Then it hit him. This was still his 
wife, just from a different time when she didn’t have to worry about the 
groceries, her job, or her countless other life responsibilities. What he had 
behind him was a woman who thought of one thing. 

Drew reached back to her soft behind and have it a playful pinch. Stacy 
released her grip with a shriek and then laughed. Drew turned around and 
stopped. 

His wife wore the dress he bought her the time they went to the lake. 
Somehow she had found it. The soft green and blue dress hadn't fit her 
well, but it was still during the time he knew nothing about her dress size 
and often erred on the larger side of caution. 

Now it fit her perfectly as the delicate fabric clung to the round swell 
of her hips. Her thighs crossed as the off center split exposing her strong 
flesh and gorgeous knees. To make matters even more exciting, she couldn’t 
button the top button because of her enlarged boobs. Now her flesh pushed 
open the gap in a tight and slender ‘v’ as her flesh puckered out and then 


retracted slightly with each of her slow and steady inhales. 

“So...” But Drew couldn't finish. His wife pushed him hard. 

Drew fell back in shock. His butt hit the overstuffed easy-chair they had 
in their family room. The force of his impact almost tipped him over. 

Stacy pounced and landed on him her knees tight around his hips. 
She pushed him back and her lips met with his. She kissed him with such 
animalistic fervor that she almost bit his lips. Her fingers found his shirt 
and she grabbed the gap between the buttons and pulled. Drew's shirt came 
off with three pops as the buttons landed somewhere on the floor and she 
continued to kiss and kiss. 

Drew slid his hands up her thighs, higher and higher. His hands slid past 
her knees, past her thicker thighs, and up to the top of her hips. His fingers 
found warm hair and he then realized she had lost her thong. 

Stacy moaned with his touch and she arched her back. She opened 
the top of her dress unleashing her breasts. Before Drew could react she 
smothered his face. Warm flesh slid up the side of his chin as one of her 
nipples rushed over his cheek. Her breathing buffeted the top of his head 
and he could feel the heat building between them. 

Stacy continued her booby facial as her hands reached for his belt. She 
pulled him back to his feet and ripped his pants and underwear down to his 
ankles. Her fingers clamped around his buttocks and pulled them together. 
Her kisses returned with new fire and Drew found himself ready. 

Stacy sensed the changed and wasted no time. She forced him back into 
the chair. Her fingers brushed against her desire and she descended down 
upon him pushing her knees deep into the chair. 

Stacy's warmth filled him with barely contained anticipation. She had 
descended deep and her gasps made him eager. 

Stacy held him tight as she found her perfect angle. Her rhythm 
began, slow. This position didn't offer him much pressure, but her rapid 
breathing made him want her more. Stacy kept pushing and pushing, her 
rhythm gaining in speed as she gained in pleasure. An extended gasp 
ripped between her clenched teeth as her torso began to add twists with 
the forward motion. 

Drew feared no early release and wrapped his fingers around Stacy's 
extra padded rump. His fingers deepened into her round flesh as a knife to 
soft butter. She half moaned, half screamed her approval. 

Drew prayed no windows were open. 

Stacy eyes opened wide and her mouth opened to an ‘O’. She slammed 
down his lap once then twice while increasing her speed. Her rocking 
became so intense she had to hold him tight to keep her tits form smacking 
him in the face. And still she continued to grind. 

She came down again and tensed. Her rigid scream exploded through 
the house as she stretched back. A tremble like none he'd seen before took 
her over and tears poured from her eyes. 

“Honey, are you okay?” he asked. 








“On the floor now,” she commanded. 

Drew blinked in confusion for he had no idea what she meant. Then Stacy 
wrapped her fingers tight around his butt and pulled him off the chair and 
to the floor. Somehow he stayed inserted even with her rough handling. 

Stacy pushed the base of the chair, hard, causing it to topple out of their 
way. Her face glowed pink with desire. “Your turn. Now lie down.” She 
commanded. 

Drew did as he was told leaning back on one elbow to another until 
he rested on his back. Their carpet tickled his behind. Stacy smiled as his 
position within her changed. 

Stacy leaned forward and placed her hands upon his chest. Her boobs 
would dangle together as she leaned forward. She leaned again and her 
excited nipples came in contact with his chest hair. The contact had 
a compound effect building each other's desire. Drew found his full 
excitement had returned. 

““You're ready.” She said as she forced her feet between his ankles. She 
pressed his legs apart and adjusted her position into the tightest grip he 
had ever felt. Her feet remained locked together and she adjusted her hips 
slowly. Her tight grip slid up and then down on him almost making him 
lose it. She smiled and did the motion again. 

Drew couldn't take much more he could already begin to feel the 
twitch. Yet, somehow Stacy knew this and returned to a lesser grip that 
only teased him. She rocked back and forth keeping him at a constant state 
of excitement. Then, as if almost accidentally, she adjusted her grip over 
his magic spot. 

Drew closed his eyes even tighter. She returned to the safe motion. Then 
back again. Then at the whole point where his body trembled she pulled 
back far and then down. 

Drew fingers lost control and he clenched her backside with uncontrolled 
passion. He could not think of anything but his push. His wife had never 
done like this, even on their honeymoon at Vail. Stacy pushed back using 
her jugs to hold him down. He fought back trying to keep one more second 
of this moment. Then he finished. 

He lay on the floor almost hurting. And to his embarrassment, Drew 
fell right to sleep. 

Drew awoke to the smell of eggs and bacon. Stacy still remained in her 
dress, but her figure now swam in it. She turned when she heard him get 
to his feet. 

““You ready for breakfast ...cause I know you must be hungry?” 

Drew smiled. “I could go for some eggs and bacon.” 

Drew leaned back in his office chair, his breakfast still resting in his 
stomach. He typed a guick e-mail to John asking for a late lunch. John 
agreed apparently having had a similar breakfast. 

Without thinking, Drew grabbed his phone and dialed. If he was lucky 
he could catch Stacy between meetings. The call did not go to her voice 


mail. 

“Hello, this is Stacy Merringer.” 

“Hello.” 

“Hello my love, you called me at a good time. Today's schedule is 
revolving around a lunch affair. I've got nothing on my schedule till I 1am. 
So what's up with you?” 

“Nothing much, just wanted to see how you where doing and thank you 
again for such a delicious breakfast.” 

“You're welcome. If you ask me we should have game night sooner.” 

The words left Drew's lips before he realized, “Let's have another game 
this Friday. I think John's wanted to use his grill.” 

There was a pause over the line, “If you think that's okay. But please 
double check with John and Lea first.” 

“Sounds good, I will. Oh - someone put something in my mail box. 
Gotta go. Love you.” 

“Love you too.” 

Before the phone had hung up, Drew dialed. 

“Hello bud, what's up?” 

“John you're not going to believe this. I got Stacy to agree to another 
game night this week.” 

“Fantastic.” 

You don't mind, I hinted that you might barbegue.” 

“I'll put on some of my Peking ducks. Besides, I been working on 
something and Friday would be a perfect time run a little test.” 

“You sure?” 

“Totally, why, you scared?” 

“No.” If they were careful, Drew thought, and then there would be 
nothing to be worried about. 

Friday arrived and Drew checked the clock for the sixth time. 

“Come on Stace - you ready yet?” he asked. 

“No...” Stacy said with some irritation, “Why are you in such a 
hurry?” 

“I'm hungry,” which was partially true, but the main reason was he 
couldn’t wait to begins John’s tests, “You need to hurry it up, - k. I€ll get 
dark soon and...” 

“I'm ready,” said Stacy as she came down the stairs. She wore a lose 
tee-shirt and a pair of sport pants. She went to the closet to get her coat, 
“Where's my coat?” 

“Its in the car.” 

“Sheesh what in the world got you eager. You want to play Settlers that 
badly?” 

“Neale 

Drew drove his wife six whole blocks, much to her protest. But Drew 
knew walking would take ten minutes but driving would take five. 

Lea opened the door with a huge smile. 








“Hey, glad you two could make it. Let me have your coats.” 

Drew and Stacy put their shoes at the door and walked in. Drew loved 
coming over to John’s house for his deck had to be a certified engineering 
marvel: two levels and the largest gas grill he had ever seen. Yet his mind 
kept cutting back to John's earlier promise of having a system for testing 
the effect of the drink of Stacy and Lea. 

“So buddy, can I offer you a beer?” he asked. 

“Sure.” Drew leaned in, “I brought the drink. It's in the trunk.” 

“Don't bother. I bought five bottles yesterday.” 

“Five bottles?” 

“Yeah and six half gallons of milk plus two one gallons as well. I got the 
rest of the items for our tests in the guest bedroom hidden in the closet. I'd 
figure we can close the blinds in the living room and do the examination 
there.” 

“You're right, that area has a lot of room.” 

“What are you guys talking about?” asked Lea as she brought them 
their beer. 

“Work,” said John. 

“Again? You guys are so boring.” She said as her nose wrinkled in mock 
disgust. “Join us over at the west side to see the sunset.” 

“Sure - good idea.” said Drew. 

“Excellent idea, my love, I'll bring the dinner.” 

Drew sat next to Stacy as the gold began to fade from the sky. His fingers 
began to itch with anticipation. John brought the roast hens and they all 
ate in silence as the six wind chimes stirred in the wind. Bit by bit the sun 
washed from the sky until only a dark blue remained. 

“You ladies want dessert?” John asked. 

“Yes, please.” They both echoed. 

Drew glanced at his friend as John gestured for him to follow. 

“You ready to begin?” 

“Yeah, but dessert.” 

“When I bought the new bottles the cook told me new ways of preparing 
it. Tonight you and I are going to give them Coco surprise.” 

“What's that?” 

“'The drink mixed with a scoop of chocolate ice-cream and a scoop of 
vanilla.” 

“What?” 

“Don't worry. And once our wives have had our little treat we can 
begin.” 

Drew helped his friend place two dainty scoops of ice cream on a pair 
of leaf shaped plates. Stacy and Lea's eyes lighted up. 

“Oh that looks wonderful.” Stacy said as she took her plate. 

“Yummy” answered Lea. 

Drew watched as spoonful after spoonful disappeared. It didn't take long 
for both ladies to finish the ice cream and feverously scrape every residual 


trace clean with their spoons. 

“So you think?” asked Drew. 

“Lets find out,” answered John, “Lea - go in the kitchen and clean up 
the mess while Drew and I hang out.” 

“Okay.” She said and got up to go into the kitchen. 

John grinned, “And Stacy could you go in and help?” 

“Sure,” said Stacy as she followed right behind Lea. 

“Well, I know its working because Lea hates to do the dishes.” 

“Lets get started,” pleaded Drew. 

“No rush. I hardly ever get a break form the dishes. Besides let's get 
the gear out of the bedroom.” 

Drew helped John with a greasy cardboard box that might have been 
used to hold a TV from the 70's. John began to pass out tightly folded 
bundles of white. 

“Check it out,” John said as he unfolded a bright white bra and 
measuring tape, “I had the two granddaughters make me various special 
pairs of underwear. Check it out. We have Bras starting at B and going all 
the way up to some letter, maybe L or M. On the front is a single button 
that secures the bra.” 

“I don't get it. What does this have anything to do with a test?” 

“Don't you get it? We get our wives to try on these things and when 
after they take a drink we see if they bust’em off. See these buttons are 
snap-ons. It's the same on the underwear.” 

““There's only one problem.” 

“What's that?” asked John 

“Do you want to see my wife naked?” 

“I can if you can handle seeing my wife nude.” 

“Deal.” 

“Go ahead and check on the ladies. I'll get everything set up.” 

Drew checked the kitchen. Stacy was finishing up drying the last dish. 
Drew noticed that they both had a few extra curves. It wasn't much: a 
rounder bottom here, thicker legs there, boobs that formed gentle palm 
sized swells within their shirts. 

“If you guys are finished can you join John and I in the family room?” 
Both ladies smiled and followed obediently behind. Drew entered the family 
room as John placed the last pair of panties on the floor. He had a duel row 
of white undergarments of gradually increasing size stretching from one 
end of room to the other. 

“Okay. Stacy I would like you to stand right here on the left and Lea 
you join her on the right. Go ahead and get undressed and then put the first 
pair of underwear on. Okay?” 

“Sure.” They answered with bubblish glee. 

“Drew, keep them company. I'll go mix the drink. I think I have a 
perfect mixture.” 

Drew remained as John rushed to the kitchen. Drew glanced at Stacy 








then Lea as they got undressed. Glancing at Stacy backside she did have 
a rump that did have more plumpness making it even more heart shaped. 
Lea's bottom had more forward curves making a pale half moon as she 
bent over to pick up the bra. 

John came back in with two large sports bottles each with a large straw. 
He gave both to Drew. 

“Take this and give them one sip. I'll get my laptop and then can chart 
their growth on an Excel file I made just for this occasion.” 

Drew waited for his friend to boot up his computer and pull up his file. 
“Go ahead.” he said. 

Drew checked the bottles and turned the straw to face the ladies. Each 
had hungry expressions on their lips and thirsty gleams in their eyes. Drew 
noticed that even now the bra and panties barely fit the ladies. Their boobs 
bulged out roundly in the white cups and the panties puckered their soft 
flesh around their hips. “Each take one sip,” he said. 

Stacy and Lea opened their mouths and clamped their lips tight on 
the translucent straw. Drew watched as they pulled up the dark drink and 
watched as their cheeks pulled in their first gulp. After which he pulled the 
drink back. 

The drink traveled down their bodies causing their boobs to bulged 
against the bra. Their flesh thickened more and more as the white seam 
refused to yield. Flesh folded and puckered. The front of the bra pulled 
apart as more and more flesh took up more and more space. Then POP. 
The front button gave out with a loud snap as the white garment slipped 
off their shoulders and on to the floor. 

The drink also worked on their panties adding more and more to their 
hips. Drew shifted around to get a better view of both their asses. The round 
bulge of their lower buttocks swelled with the drink pressing out more and 
more. The elastic band around their butts tightened their increasing flesh 
as their butts continued to swell rounder and beefier. Stacy’s panties busted 
on the left side first and landed a few inches away from her feet. Her rump 
jiggled from the release. 

Lea’s rump caught up with Stacie’s becoming rounder, thicker, and 
bigger. Her legs also thickened stretching the white garment so tight around 
her ass that thick dark butt cleavage almost cut right through her panties. 
Then pop! And hers landed at her feet. 

“That worked great!” beamed John, “Get them to try on they next set. 

Drew broke from his mindless fascination. “Okay would you two please 
try on the next pair?” 

Stacy and Lea smiled even wider and pulled the larger underwear on. It 
fit loosely around their bodies with their palm sized boobs only filling the 
bottom three quarters of the bra. Loose folds clung to the top of their tits. 

Drew licked his lips eagerly wondering how many sips it took to fill the 
entirety of the bra. 

“Okay, I have my data,” John said eagerly as he glanced over the top of 


his laptop, “Give them another sip.” 

“Got it.” Drew said as he brought the straws up to both the lady’s lips. 

Drew gave Lea and Stacy two long sips. Their cheeks pulled in the drink 
and Drew watched as their hungry swallow descended down their throats. 
Their first gulps absorbed all the excess material. Their boobs bounced 
about in the garments until their flesh had nowhere else to go but jiggle in 
the now too small white cups. 

Drew head a soft slipping sound. His eyes cast down and he saw bulging 
flesh pressing out against the sturdy waistband around inner thighs and 
thicker hips. Drew let his hand slip down his wife's lavish figure. His 
fingers touched the stretched smooth underwear. It felt like silk while her 
flesh felt like... 

“John, come over here.” Drew bent low to get a good look at how his 
fingers altered his wife's rump. “This is weird. I don't think this is right.” 

John rushed over and his hand smacked the curvaceous backside. The 
sound echoed in the room and Drew watched the way Lea's rump jostled 
within her briefs. 

“It's like,” John struggled with the words, “I feel it, but yet the flesh has 
very little substance, almost like a marshmallow.” 

“Yeah it feels real too...” But Drew couldn't finish because Stacy had 
bent slightly forward and mashed her front right into his face. Two over 
stuffed round spheres compressed against his cheeks. Stacy's flesh spread 
across his checks pinched his nose. Drew pushed away from the forceful 
embrace. 

Stacy laughed, “You don't like my titty facial?” She reached forward 
and secured his shirt in a tight fist. “I'm half tempted to give you another 
one, you bad boy. For making me want you so badly.” 

Stacy closed the gap. Her left leg reached between his, her molten groin 
broadcasting her needs through his trousers. 

“Come on sweetheart, not like this, not in front of...” 

“T don’t care! My goods,” Stacy panted, each word nothing more than 
a single plead, “they hurt so badly.” 

Drew tried to push away. Stacy kept her embrace compressing her over 
swollen front into his chest. Her nipples dragged across his front, a union 
of passion between embrace and labored breathing. Had they been given 
too much already, he feared? 

Drew turned to John for help. Yet, John wasn’t fairing much better. Lea 
was grinding her amplified ass into John’s crotch. John held her in a strong 
hug, his forearms pressing her boobs close to her chest. Lea’s eyes were 
closed and her lips pressed tight together. 

“John, what do we do now?” 

John gave his wife a long kiss on her neck before gently guiding her 
back to the trail of unused underwear. 

“T say we give them another drink.” 

Drew felt his worry, but glancing at Stacy then at the next unused bra, 








36 HH. “Okay. Lets do it.” 

John and Drew both dressed their wives in the next wave of white 
intimate apparel. Stacy helped as best she could seemingly as eager as he. 
Yet she let him seal the front clasp on the bra. 

Drew glanced at the lose folds collecting at the upper portions of the cups. 
Her flesh pressed out the bottoms, yet the tops and sides seemed deflated. 
Stacy's briefs hung off her hips with a slight droop in the front. Stacy sensed 
the precarious fit and held the left corner with a pair of fingers. 

“I'm ready.” Stacy said with a sticky smile. 

Drew glanced over at his friend. He too was finished. 

“John is it me,” Drew asked with some concern as Stacy eyed the bottle 
filled with the drink, “or do our wives really want the stuff?” 

“Who cares? Let me get to my database.” John rushed to his computer 
and unlocked the screensaver. “Ready.” 

Drew picked up the dual bottles and lifted each one up. Stacy took hers 
first and drank while Lea followed right behind. Both drank with needful 
hunger, pulling down three swallows before Drew could react. 

Drew removed the straws from tight lips with a guick pull. Stacy 
swallowed then licked her lips in a way he had never seen her do before. 
Her tongue seemed to tremble over her lips. 

The drink flowed through both of their wives. The deflated bra's began 
to fill, pressing the lose cups bit by bit. Soon flesh began to swell up against 
the seams, reaching up to their collar bones. 

Their panties shrank around their enlarging bottoms as thick handfuls of 
ass were added with each moment. Lea's hips stretched out to each side as 
her waist seemed to vanish. Drew watched as Lea's supple thighs thicken 
as her inner thighs sandwiched together. Drew forced his examination 
away when her underwear pulled taught around her crotch forming a vivid 
‘camel toe’. 

Drew glanced at John then began to look at his wife when she closed 
the gap. Her new boobs bounced into him nearly knocking him off balance. 
He dropped one of the bottles, but thankfully they had spill proof straws. 
Her lips found his and she forced a kiss. 

Her kiss yanked the breath out of his lungs as Stacy thrust every possible 
portion of her body against his. Boobs compressed within their embrace 
filling every space between their arms. Stacy pressed her kiss even harder 
nearly mashing his lips against his teeth. It was so much so fast - Drew 
pushed back with a kiss of his own. With his free hand he cupped the lower 
part of her butt-cheek as best as he could. Huge handfuls of her rump moved 
around his singular grip. He lifted her up and she responded; locking one 
leg around his hips, pulling them even closer. Stacy trembled 

“Now...Now...Now...” She whimpered. 

Drew lost all resolve and cast the other bottle to the floor. In one moment 
her had his wife in a double grip, his fingers mashing around her buttocks. 
Stacy arched forward pressing her front to him even tighter and sealing the 


connection between both their groins. 

Drew was about to push his hand up through his wife's cleavage and 
break open the seal when he heard some clattering in the kitchen. 

Drew broke from their kiss and noticed John reaching for the green 
bottle. He pulled out a gallon jug of milk and began to pour it into a large 
glass pitcher. Drew watched in total fear as he saw the torrent of milk splash 
around the sides of the glass pitcher. 

“John,” Drew pleaded as he left Stacy alone, “what are you doing? Don't 
you think they’ve had enough?” 

John looked up for a moment then continued pouring, “I saw the way 
Stacy attacked you. Your wife might be ready but mine isn’t.” 

Unbeknownst to either John or Drew the bottle Drew tossed to the side 
almost had finished its wide arc across the family room. The bottle spun 
around till it touched Lea's toes. 

Lea glanced down. The bottle was hers. She bent down her biceps 
brushing against the sides of her new boobs. She picked up the three- 
guarters full bottle. The contents shifted as she brought it to proper vertical 
position. She placed the plastic straw into her mouth and began to drink. 
Each swallow was followed by the soft putter sound of her white garments 
being stretched and stretched. 

Stacy began to notice something. She was nearly naked. The cool night 
air played across her skin. Then she noticed something else. 

Stacy gasped when she glanced down. She had big boobs. Stacy's shock 
filled her lungs with air. Sure enough her new boobs reacted like real boobs 
should, they sguished within her bra. She embraced her near naked form 
in panic. What had happened to her? How had she gotten freaky boobs 
that belonged on an over augmented Las Vegas stripper? Then Stacy heard 
something else. Lea was crying. 

“Lea, is that you?” she asked. Stacy question was answered by more 
crying. 

Stacy then noticed Lea crouched behind one of her over stuffed chairs. 
All Stacy could see were a pair of knees. She rushed over to her friend 
then stopped. 

“Lea, what's wrong? You okay? Take a look at what happened to me. I 
somehow got boobs the size of...of... volleyballs. Are you...” but Stacy 
couldn't finish for Lea lifted up her face and glared. 

“Look at you. No - look at me!” Lea moaned as she stood up from her 
crouch. 

Stacy had known Lea for a long time. Lea was five foot two. But as Lea 
stood up her arms wrapped around her body in a feeble attempt at modesty, 
Stacy now guessed her friend reached an even five foot ten. Yet Lea's height 
became overshadowed by her naked figure. 

Lea covered her nipples by pressing her right forearms tight to her boobs. 
Her arm formed a tight line across boobs so big Stacy could barely believe 
it. Lea's boobs covered almost half of her torso with only a modest gap 








between her tits and navel. Even though Lea's grip compressed her front, 
her cleavage seemed completely unnatural as her flesh had nowhere to go 
but together. 

“At least you have grapefruit,” Lea said between sobs, “I have weather 
balloons.” 

Then Lea broke down. Her sobs echoed in the silent house and she 
surged forward. 

Stacy took Lea's fearful hug, thankful that her friend had the sense to 
bend slightly forward so she wouldn't get face full of her friend’s boobs. Lea 
hugged her hard with fear. Stacy rubbed her friends back in a comforting 
fashion; the best she could manage as she noticed Lea's rump. Lea's rump 
could probably fill ever spare inch within an open tire. 

“Look at me,” Lea sobbed, “I like being taller, but my body. I can't go 
out in public, people with point and freak out.” 

“Lea,” answered Stacy, “first you're boobs aren't the size of weather 
balloons. Second who says were going out in public? Our husbands will...” 
Then Stacy remembered where the hell was Drew? “Lea, hush for a second, 
I need to find our husbands I don't understand...” 

Stacy couldn’t believe Drew wouldn't be right be her side especially 
when Lea was sobbing so loud. She glanced around the family room noting 
that all the lights were low and the blinds tightly drawn. Lea began to wipe 
her face as she calmed down. 

Then Stacy heard something. It came from the kitchen. 

“Lea,” whispered Stacy, “follow me, I hear something in the kitchen.” 

Stacy crept to the wall with Lea right behind. The kitchen light was 
on. As Stacy drew closer she recognized the sound. It was a spoon mixing 
something in a pitcher. Who would be doing that now? She wondered as 
she glanced into her friend's giant kitchen. 

Much to Stacy surprise, she saw John and her husband. 

Stacy had enough, she needed answers. 

“Okay - please tell me what is going...” Stacy couldn't finish for she 
saw the expression on her husband's face. 

Drew stared blank faced as if he was on something. His mouth seemed 
half open and he stared right through her. Stacy looked a little harder and 
then realized her husband didn't look at her, just her tits. 

“John,” pleaded Lea from behind, “what is going on? What happened 
to me?” 

John never once stopped stirring what looked like chocolate milk. “You 
drank all the drink,” he mumbled. 

Stacy struggled, drink, what drink? Then she remembered. 

“You mean the drink you would make for us from the green bottle?” 
Stacy noticed the old fashioned looking bottle. She reached for it noting 


how weird it felt having boobs dragging across the counter. It glowed on 
the back. 

Fearful to touch it she asked, “Drew, why's the bottle glowing?” 

“It's magic.” Drew answered. 

Stacy looked at her friend and Lea looked back. Lea joined her at the 
counter eyeing the bottle. Stacy couldn’t believe that her friend’s boobies 
almost touched the counter. 

“What? Drew you can’t be serious. Magic...” Stacy stopped for she 
could tell Drew wasn’t listening. He only stared at Lea’s gigantic boobs. 
Pushing aside pangs of jealousy she reached up and turned her husband’s 
face to hers. “Drew, explain.” 

Drew's face seemed sink as if just the mere remembrance was too much 
for him, but the answers came slow. “John and I bought the drink... We let 
you have it during game night...” 

Stacy mind began to struggle with the gaping holes in her memory she 
had never noticed before. She had the drink for the first time... “You mean 
two weeks ago?” 

“Yes.” Drew answered. 

It began to make sense. No wondered she woke up the next day all 
relaxed. Her husband gave her some magic potion and then had sex. 

“Let me get this straight,” asked Stacy as she tried to keep the anger out 
of her guestion, “You gave us this magical drink that gave us these juvenile 
fantasy bodies...” 

UN” 

“And for some reason I have no memory of this. Can you tell me 
why?” 

“You get all horny after...” 

“You mean this drink turns us into big sluts with tits to match?” 

Wes.” 

“And its funny how I don't remember this, but we turn back to normal 
when?” 

“In the morning,” her husband answered. 

“And you've done this to us how many times?” 

“Three.” 

Stacy was about to turn to Lea, but then heard her friend yelling in 
Korean. Stacy knew Lea was upset for she only talked in Korean when she 
was cursing someone out. 

Lea went on and on with John doing nothing but smiling and stirring 
the pitcher full of chocolate drink. Lea paused to catch her breath when 
she noticed the drink. Her eyes narrowed. 

“So you like me with big boobs,” Lea growled as her fingers wrapped 
around the pitcher, “I'll show you big.” 








“Lea,” pleaded Stacy, wait.” 

But it was too late. Lea yanked the pitched off the counter splashing 
some of the drink as John kept his grip on the wooden spoon. Lea double 
fisted the pitcher right to her lips and drank. She drank so fast some dribbled 
down her chin and on to her enlarging body. 

“Lea, think this through...” pleaded Stacy as she tried to reach for the 
pitcher. But Lea’s butt began to grow pushing Stacy back. 

Stacy watched in helpless awe as her friend grew. Her boobs seemed to 
inflate forcing Lea’s elbows out, yet Lea continued to pound the drink down. 
Her ass stretched out far and wide becoming the size of a sofa cushion. But 
nothing shocked Stacy more but to watch the top of Lea’s head reach up 
closer and closer to the twelve foot ceiling. 

Lea finally stopped her wild consumption with a huge gasp. The outward 
release of her breath caused a giant three foot expanse of titty flesh to ripple 
against the backside of her giant torso. Lea placed the pitcher down on the 
counter. In her hands it looked like a mug instead of a four quart pitcher. 

Lea turned around, the top of her head almost grazed the ceiling. 

“Oh wow.” Lea said. She wiped the sticky residue from her face and 
leaned forward. Her giant boobs compressed together and wrapped around 
her arms as she placed her hands on her knees. All Stacy could see was 
Lea’s face and two giant boobs capped with nipples that could be mistaken 
for light fixtures. “You need to have some.” 

Stacy watched as Lea reached forward. Stacy’s arm half vanished in 
her friends grip. 

Stacy allowed herself to be lead back to the counter, trying not to look 
at the overwhelming wall of pale flesh that belonged to her friend. But even 
worse than her size was the way Lea’s now body moved. 

Lea only needed one step to reach the counter in what took Stacy almost 
four. In the time Lea’s massive foot rose up and then touched the floor her 
body almost rippled. Lea’s flesh moved as if in slow motion much like rings 
formed in a pond. Parts of her body would shift down and then snap back 
in the other direction only to come in contact with another portion of her 
body moving in the opposite direction. Stacy saw Lea's bright raspberry red 
areola reflecting in theglass cabinets. They swam around all goggle-eyed 
still in motion long after Lea stopped. 

“John, make another pitcher of that drink.” Lea growled. 

Stacy watched as John in mindless obedience head back to the 
refrigerator. She noticed he had six cartons of various milks tucked away. 
Any piety she had for their husbands left at that moment. 

John reached for a gallon jug of milk and added it to the pitcher. He 
then reached for the bottle and added twelve shakes making the milk turn 
the color of mud. 


Lea reached for it and Stacy became fearful she would drink even more. 
The handle only fit two of her fingers. Lea turned to her. 

“Here.... Drink.” She said. 

Stacy took the pitcher. It was very hard to argue with a friend that was 
almost twelve feet tall. 

Stacy closed her eyes and began to drink. 

The chocolate tasted funny almost spicy, but the rich creamy taste 
compelled her to drink more. Each swallow she could feel the changes. 
The tightness around her chest reminded her she should have removed her 
bra and panties, but why bother she thought. 

Swallow after swallow added more and more. Her bra left her with a 
loud snap as her panties protested weakly as her ass shredded them as if 
made out of toilet paper. 

Her growth compelled her to drink deeper. Her boobs kept pressing her 
elbows lifting her arms out and up while her thighs compressed together to 
from massive trunks. She tipped the pitcher up to almost up to finish off the 
last of the drink when her head bumped the ceiling. Lea began to laugh. 

“No fair, you got way bigger than me. Give me the rest,” bemoaned 
Lea. 

“No way,” countered Stacy, and she bent forward to finish off the last 
of the drink. Her head touched the top of the ceiling forcing her forward. 
The pitcher was now a dainty child's cup in her hands. 

“Pig,” teased Lea as she reached for the pitcher as if trying to take it 
from Stacy's hands. 

Stacy pulled it away. “You have had enough.” 

“No I haven't. I need to get bigger.” Lea said as she closed the gap 
lunging for the pitcher. 

Stacy took a step back almost laughing when Lea's smaller boobs 
collided with hers. Lea tried to tighten the gap as her fingers reached for 
the pitcher, but their sofa sized boobies performed better at ‘keep-away’ 
than Stacy’s arms. 

Lea persistence kept making things very difficult for Stacy to keep 
balanced. 

Then Stacy felt herself falling back. She twisted to the right terrified she 
would crash through her friends’ wall. Thinking, being over twelve foot tall, 
she had to weigh almost eight hundred pounds, yet that wasn’t the case. 
Lea and Stacy seemed more to float down than fall down. 

Their boobs went everywhere and Stacy’s rump bounced off of the table 
sending her comically back into the air. Lea continued her descent to the 
floor stretching into the family room. Her butt hit the ground first sending 
her hips up while her boobs continued downward to mash around her torso. 
If Stacy angled her fall right she have somewhere nice and soft to land. 





Stacy's boobs came down and surrounded Lea's lower torso. Her flesh compressed 
into her friend’s boobs forcing them up and over Leas’ face. Stacy kept falling only 
to connect on top of her friend. Stacy watched as Lea's boobs compressed closer and 
closer till her face bounced right into Lea's cleavage. 

Both Stacy and Lea seamed to jiggle back and forth their impact gradually reducing 
to lesser and lesser motions. Then at last they stopped. Stacy forced her arms between 
them and managed to some how prop herself up. She gave silent thanks that she had 
worked out on her Swedish ball the day before. She glanced down and tried not to 
laugh. All she could see was her friend’s eyes surrounded by boobs. 

“Geph oph me!” Lea pleaded. 

Stacy shifted her weight to the side and slid right off. Her boobs formed around her 
forcing her arms out over her head. 

“T feel like that giant inflatable purple gorilla at the dealership,” commented Lea. 

Stacy tried to get her arms underneath her, but couldn't. “Shesh - I think I 
overindulged a little. I can’t get up.” 

“Serves you right,” added Lea with a smirk. I should make more and make you 
drink some.” 

“You wouldn’t dare!” 

“You’re right but,” said Lea eyes the pitcher in the corner,” I’d take that and...” 

Stacy struggled to get up as her friend snatched the pitcher. She gave it to John and 
he began to make more. Lea snatched the pitcher up and drank. 

Stacy watched as Lea began to grow. The funny thing was all of her friend’s size 
collected in her boobs. Lea’s boobs kept getting larger and larger lifting up Lea’s elbow 
higher and higher till it was almost parallel to the floor. 

Lea finished the drink with a big sigh. She glanced down and noticed that her boobs 
had done most of the growing. 

“Aww - I wanted to get taller too,” she pouted. But then she noticed Stacy still hadn’t 
managed to get up and shuffled over to help. 

Stacy watched as her friend leaned forward as best she could. All Stacy could see 
was Lea’s gloating face and a pair of boobs that had to be almost eight feet wide. 

“I'm the biggest, I win.” 

“Fine - you win. Just help me up.” 

Lea’s features clouded as she glanced downwards, “I don't think I can.” 

“This is just great,” then Stacy had an idea,” John, Drew get over her and help me 
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up. 

Drew and John rushed over and helped her to a sitting position. Stacy almost laughed 
when she noticed her boobs almost reached her knees. 

“Now what,” asked Stacy? 

Lea glanced at her husband and Drew. Bother were transfixed on her boobs that 
could cover a wall. She managed to get her hand through the bottom of her tits and 
snapped her fingers. Drew and John didn't even blink. 

“Out like zombies.” Lea answered. 

“Like I said, now what.” 

“John, when do my great big, so incredibly huge, the biggest in the fucking world 


32 








tits return to normal?” 

Stacy couldn’t help but snort. 

“At day break.” 

“Okay, so that means until sunrise we keep our table sized tits.” Then 
Stacy began to think what would be a fitting punishment for the men for 
turning them into mindless hos. “Lea what should we do with them?” 

“I say we make them do laundry.” 

“You're not thinking big enough. Guys help me up.” Stacy waited as 
Drew and John got her to her feet. “Check this out Lea. Drew come over 
here.” 

Drew did as he was told. At twelve foot something, Stacy's crotch was 
almost eye level to Drew. 

“Looks to me Drew the perfect height.” 

“Perfect height for what?” 

“Perfect height for a boxed lunch.” 

Lea stared at Stacy for a moment then turned bright red. “You can't be 
serious?” 

“Yes I'm serious. What else they gonna do. Our pinkies are way bigger 
than their packages.” 

Lea glanced at her fingers and sadly realized. “But that's so...” 

“Fucking awesome,” answered Stacy. Drew used to eat her out all the 
time, but now... “I'm gonna give him the buffet. You should give it a 
try.” 

Lea seemed to think it over, “Maybe later, but I have something I want 
to do first. But we need a plan. Those two will figure out something went 
wrong if we all wake up naked tomorrow morning.” 

lie. 

“I have an idea. I'll set the alarm for five. Ill be dark and we can 
command our man toys to gather up our clothes and go to the basement. 
Once its dawn we can pretend that we all fell asleep watching movies.” 
“Not a bad plan, but how are we going to fit in the basement? We're too 
big.” 

“Big yes, too big no. We have the consistency of silly foam. The hallway 
is short and straight down. With the guys either pushing or pulling we can 
make it down.” 

“You sure?” 

“Yeah I'm sure. Let's do it right now. I'll give you and Drew the up 
stairs and we'll take the basement.” 

“Okay, let's do it.” 

Stacy watched as her friend waited for the basement door to be opened 
by John. Then Lea laid flat on her boobs with her arms reaching out. 

“Pull me down stairs, John.” She said. 

Stacy watched as John began to pull. Lea began to giggle, “Carpet 
tickles my nipples.” 

Then Lea's boobs came into contact with the five foot door frame. There 


was no way this would work, Stacy thought. But sure enough, Lea's boobs 
began to fit into the frame. Bit by bit Lea disappeared down the stairs with 
even her large butt conform into the hallway. Stacy watched as her friend’s 
large legs gradually disappeared down the stairs. 

“See I told you,” said Lea from down stairs. All Stacy could see was 
her friend’s face and giant line of cleavage. Stacy had to keep her laughter 
in check because the image made her think her friend was resting on a 
giant butt. 

“Right you are. I'll set your kitchen timer for five AM.” 

“Sounds good. See you then,” added Lea as the door closed in front 
of her. 

Stacy told Drew to set the clock while she heard strange muffled shouts 
in Korean. Seemed that Lea was yelling something and John would answer 
something back. Yet she could never hear what John said. 

Then she noticed her husband all glassy eyed. She almost felt a little 
sorry for him. 

“Let me see, how to do this.” Stacy pondered and then figured it out. 
Lea had a cute little ottoman that would make the perfect support for her 
husband to eat her out all fucking night. “Drew, go get the green ottoman 
and meet me in the main room. “ 

Drew awoke to the sight of daylight pouring in through the sliding glass 
door. He lifted himself off of the couch and realized that he was still at 
John’s house. Glancing around he noticed his friend’s big TV was still on 
with the movie’s intro menu of, Fever Pitch, playing in the DVD player. 
Lea was tightly snuggled against John with John passed out in their over 
stuffed Lazy boy. He even still had the remote in his hand. 

Drew didn’t remember falling asleep let alone watching the movie. He 
moved quietly to his friend and tapped his shoulder. 

“Hoi?” John babbled. 

“Shssss - Be quiet for a second. Do you remember last night at all?” 

John blinked a few times then glanced at the remote in his hand. “Must 
have dozed off watching movies that our wives like.” 

“Guess so.” 

“Buddy one more thing.” 

“Yeah?” 

“Go up in our guest bedroom and take out one of our spare toothbrushes. 
Your breath is awful.” 

Drew covered his mouth. “Thanks.” 








Epilogue 

Eber smiled to himself as he stocked his back shelves. It's been 
over four weeks since he sold his special drink to those two nice men. He 
hoped they were enjoying themselves. 

Most men would make mistakes with the drink. But he knew those 
two were smart. Even after he sold those five other bottles to the nice man 
who bought all his granddaughters clothing, he knew things would go very 
well for them both. 

The front door opened and two ladies walked in. One lady with 
light brown hair held a small piece of paper in her hand. He figured it was 
directions. Then he noticed the petite Asian lady carrying an empty green 
bottle. 

Eber’s heart sank. 

“Excuse me,” she said placing the green bottle on the counter. “Can 
you tell me if you sell this here?” 

“Yes ma’am.” 

The young Asian lady smiled, “Great we’d like to buy six 
bottles.” 

Eber began to reach for the order. Then the other lady spoke. 

“And by chance, would you have anything that would be a help for 
the men,” she said coyly, “you know.” 

Eber knew exactly what that meant and sighed as he reached for a pair 
of golden bottles. 

“That will be thirty-eight dollars and forty three cents.” He said 
as he watched the lady with the light brown hair place a crisp one hundred 
dollar bill on the counter. 

“We'll take two of those orders,” she said. 

Eber sighed again. 


The End 


